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	1. The Parcel

***The Spare Holmes***

By: _WhiteGloves_

**~I~**

_"It was my intention to have stopped there, and to have said nothing of that event which has created a void in my life which the lapse of two years has done little to ﬁll. My hand has been forced, however, by the recent letters in which **Colonel James Moriarty** defends the memory of his brother, and I have no choice but to lay the facts before the public exactly as they occurred."_

- _J.H Watson (The Final Problem)_

**~Enjoy Reading~**

* * *

><p><em>The Parcel<em>

* * *

><p><em>"I don't understand this." <em>

Sherlock spat crossly as he threw the remote control of the telly down the couch with a look of complete annoyance reflected on his face. "This broadcast when he's clearly dead. Absolutely dead. Is it to terrify people or simply annoy me? Very remarkable."

"_Remarkable?_I thought you said you didn't understand it?" John threw him a look as he sat on his chair with elbows on the armchair, "Hang on—are you really sober enough for this? Not still OD'd are you?"

"Don't start and get over it." The detective snapped as he leaned back, a curt frown appearing on his face, "I'm sober as sober goes and nothing in the world can make it so than seeing that face again."

Both men facing the telly looked up where a paused televised of Jim Moriarty's face that appeared around London simultaneously three days ago stared back at them with dead eyes.

"You're dead." Sherlock muttered to the man looking down at him, "So who are you?"

John was quiet too. Then went on, "You told me you went off and finished his inner circles while you were pretending to be dead. You sure you got all of them?"

"There's that one, Colonel Sebastian—"

"The bloke from the army—" the doctor added—

"But Mycroft's been keeping a tab of him and my brother wouldn't shut up if Sebastian comes anywhere near here. There's silence in 221B thus... shouldn't be any problem. No, this singular case is unique... just like all of Moriarty's schemes... bad it's a bad joke, John. Somebody knew Moriarty... out there in the free world I thought I rid of him."

"It's worst," the doctor narrowed his eyes too, "what kind of sick lunatic would even dare do this now? After all these years?" He shot his friend a look of alarm. "You don't think whoever it is will come for you, do you?"

"Out of question, let them come." Sherlock shrugged his shoulder and put both fingers together. "That should make our search short."

He grinned while John rolled his eyes.

"I'm serious—"

"You're always serious-"

"_Enough jokes!_ Sherlock, whoever this bloody person is they _will _target you! You brought Moriarty down we don't need anyone to tell us their next target is you!"

Sherlock's eyes sparkled in excitement as John said this, making the doctor close his eyes and shake his head in exasperation.

"Just how many deaths do you want to experience?" he said bitterly when they heard the bell ring from below and Mrs. Hudson answering, "It's not, don't take this one lightly, Sherlock. I know you... you need help, you call me, understand?"

"That's why you're here in the first place isn't it?" the detective threw back at him with a raised eyebrow, "You think I'd go anywhere without my Boswell?" he grinned again. John smiled a little but with that reprimanding look in his face.

"Where's Mycroft anyway?" he asked after a while, "He's the person who should know what's going on."

"Walking around the Parliament most likely—no wait—we're lucky if he even _moves, _he's so lazy." Sherlock waved the question away, "Been trying to get hold of him but he shuns each call."

"Shun you, why would he shun you? He knows you need his help—"

"I _don't_ need his help. He offers it. Got plenty of time in his hands, my brother." The detective corrected with an uncomfortable look, making John heave a sigh once again. "He's busy being CIA again, I concluded."

"You're being nasty, you know that," John went on, "Stop looking at your brother like he doesn't care at all—each time I see him he's always been the caring sort. What do you got against the guy?"

"Oh, now so you're defending him?"

"I'm telling you what you already know and still refuse to see!"

"Obviously you're blinded—"

"Go have your eyes check, Sherlock, Jesus."

"Are you two boys quite done yet?" Mrs. Hudson's voice suddenly called from the doorway where she stood looking mildly dreamy, "I can hear you all the way downstairs, you know. If the neighbours—"

"We _don't have_ neighbours." Sherlock corrected again with eyes locking with John who looked back determinedly. "Thanks to dear brother Mycroft."

"Mycroft eh?" Mrs. Hudson strolled inside and straight to her two tenants, "I haven't seen him in a while, is he going to drop by any time soon?" she stopped beside Sherlock's chair and handed him a small box the size of a palm wrapped in blue paper.

"I wouldn't count on that. What's this?" the detective frowned at the blue parcel passed to him.

"The mail man delivered it just now." the landlady said, with a blink while the man shook it and even smelt it. "Said it was for you, Mr. Sherlock Holmes. There's no return address."

"Sherlock," John said carefully with eyes on the parcel, "You... might want to be careful with that?"

"Clearly." Sherlock's frown deepened as he raised his eyebrows and started removing the wrap, revealing an ordinary box with a lid inside. "Any chance it's a bomb or aerial virus?"

Mrs. Hudson took step backwards while John sat up straight, making Sherlock smirk and take the lid off.

And Mrs. Hudson gave a loud gasp and cried away in dismay and disappointment, leaving the two thunderstruck at the content—a _finger._ John having been accustomed to such stood up and went near Sherlock who, at the same time, stood up too looking as if he was in a trance.

"No..." he muttered. "No..."

"My god," the doctor muttered, "a finger? Why would anyone send you a fing—? Wait—Sherlock!"

For Sherlock Holmes had suddenly decided to tear his way down the stairs in his hurry, almost knocking over Mrs. Hudson who was at the foot of the stairs—

"Why do you just panic now? It's a human finger- oh!" she called after him in dismay as the man bolted open the door and looked from left to right and up and down the street wildly with John at his heels.

"Sherlock!"

"Dammit!" the dark haired man cursed as he paced up and down the pavement, looking pale and angry for reasons John couldn't comprehend except for the finger still held in the detective's hand.

"Sherlock, what's going on?" the doctor grabbed his friend by the arm and tried to make him stay foot, "Hey—hey! Do—do you recognise whose finger that is? Sherlock!"

"It's his ring! It's Mycroft's ring!" came the stricken reply, "Mycroft—!"

And sure enough the memory of Mycroft's ring finger flashed in the doctor's mind that made him turn as pale as his friend for Sherlock couldn't be wrong about this lone reference to his older brother. After all, _Mycroft invades half of Sherlock's mind palace!_

_"Jesus..." _John breathed.

* * *

><p><strong><em>~To be Continued~<em>**

_A/N: We all have different ideas of the mastermind behind that cheeky faces of Jim around London ;)_

_This is one version. And oh-so-love-canon xD_

**_Thanks for reading!_**


	2. The Bait

***The Spare Holmes***

By: _WhiteGloves_

**~II~**

_"They always fill me with a certain horror. It is my belief, Watson, founded upon my experience, that the lowest and vilest alleys in London do not present a more dreadful record of sin than does the smiling and beautiful countryside."_

- S.W. Holmes_ (The Copper Beeches)_

**~Enjoy Reading~**

* * *

><p><em>The Bait<em>

* * *

><p><em>"His dominant hand,"<em> John remembered Sherlock saying a long time ago when he pointed out the meaning of Mycroft's golden ring on his right hand, "_it means his dominant hand. But I would've told you only that if you were a stranger. Since you're not then you might as well know—a gentleman wears their signet ring by their left, right? Queen's right hand men wear it on whichever hand happens to be dominant. My brother's right handed, obviously."_

_"Queen's right hand...?" _John remember repeating, making Sherlock roll his eyes and snap—

_"Secret service, John. The Secret Service."_

The golden band on the right ring finger inked with dots of blood shook the doctor. The finger looked fresh in John Watson's eyes that for a second a picture of Mycroft captured and tormented by his captor with a missing finger and blood flowing on the floor flashed in his mind that sent his feet cold. It wasn't like him to turn pale at seeing blood and flesh, but the idea of _Mycroft Holmes_—Sherlock's brother—was enough to make him panic inside and mentally find possible ways to help—but how? Where do they start?

The same pattern of thought seemed to have occurred earlier to the younger Holmes who continued turning on the spot with eyes clouded as if digging deep inside his mind palace for own possible solutions but finding nothing.

"We need to find him." Sherlock suddenly muttered as he licked his dry lips, "we need to trace this back—"

Sherlock's unnerved appearance reminded John of those times the man was emotionally overwhelmed and just knew he had to step in for fear that the man might do something _dangerous_ and uncalculated; the detective was prone to it no matter how clever he was that John was forced to calm himself.

"B-but are you sure?" the doctor tried to take the parcel from the detective's hand who snatched it back to look at it again with jaws tight, eyes clearly trying to dispel any tricks or misidentification but failing miserably— "This is Mycroft we're talking about! He can't simply be snatched away from his place without raising an alarm... _can he_?"

The blank look Sherlock gave him was the most disconcerting thing John had seen.

"It's his... I'm sure—"

"For god's sake, _call him_!" the doctor cried, feeling even more unnerved by the minute and watched as the man grabbed his phone and was about to dial—only to find it ring instead.

John and Sherlock exchanged looks. The phone continued ringing that by the time it was answered the two had already formed wary expressions and held their breaths for what's coming—and the detective raised the cell phone on his ear.

_"Learned to use your head just now, did you? Aren't you slipping?" _said a voiced machine on the other line.

Sherlock's eyes lit up. "Who's this?"

"_You got my parcel? I thought I had to put its name tag for you to recognize but then, seemed like you really are familiar with your dear brother."_

"Where's Mycroft?" Sherlock clenched his teeth in hot anger while John shook his head as he tried to catch the words of his friend and just knew nasty things were being exchanged.

_ "If you want to see the whole of package of where that came from, you're going to follow exactly as I say."_

Sherlock's jaw tightened as he listened well to the cackling voice on the other line.

_"That's very good. Now you may want to get rid of your friend or I'd gladly do that for you."_

Sherlock shot John a look who understood the messaged and shook his head vigorously—but then the detective raised his hand and a cab pulled near—making John pull Sherlock's collar in anger—

"Sherlock, _you're not going alone—_"

"You stop me and my brother's dead! We're all dead." He narrowed his eyes at his best friend who stared back at him with the same determination of a loyal ally, only that, Sherlock was more adamant as he pulled away from his clutch and turned to the cab's door. "Don't follow John. He's got eyes on you. If we don't do as he say Mycroft will lose an eyeball."

The cab door shut close with Sherlock's eyes transfixed to his best friend and waited long for that reluctant nod.

And John Watson watched as the cab pulled away, carrying his friend to wherever end their nameless enemy was planning him to head. Helplessly. It left a bad taste on the doctor's mouth.

Once gone from Baker Street, Sherlock turned to the phone but more calmly than before.

"Now talk. _What do you want?"_

There was a chuckle on the other end. Then the changed voice replied—

"_Nothing a short compromise wouldn't do. Go to this address while your brother and I wait. That is—if both of you behaves and do not involve anyone unnecessary. This is a family feud we're dealing with." A chuckle that sounded like faulty wiring_

The line died and Sherlock nearly crushed the phone in his hand.

* * *

><p>The instruction of the location was too <em>safe<em>, if Sherlock was to put it. He was told to drop off near Holborn, was told to ride another cab north for an approximate time of 45 minutes, before dropping off and getting snatched by a black car that drove him away for hours with its dark tint blinding him of the outside world.

The end was as Sherlock guessed when the car stopped and three men came to greet him in a dark, murky place almost by dusk. A large, empty factory building by Glasgow in the middle of the woods. The countryside, he was sure it was. He tried to mentally picture England's map and provinces, trying to identify the location and to find means of escape.

Only that, once lead inside the darkest inside of the factory with its high ceiling almost dimming the lights did the idea of escape literally '_escape'_ him for there, on the floor was a man's unmoving body. Sherlock hastened to cross the distance between him and the body only to find the body too _stiff_ and _cold._ Dead.

"Mycroft!" the dark haired man yelled as he felt the body with his _own body_ going cold. "Mycro—"

It wasn't his brother's face that greeted him, however. It was a different man. _An unknown dead man._

With eyes rounding, Sherlock studied the figure and convinced himself it really wasn't Mycroft. The body figure, its mass and measurement was almost the same with his brother, only that... it really wasn't him—but Sherlock did notice the dead man's missing finger. And everything came crashing to him as he realized the plot behind the parcel.

"It's funny how easy it is to find an almost exact copy of other people's physical body, isn't it?" a new voice spoke from somewhere in the dark, making Sherlock look up to the owner and finding shadows. "It's a bit like going to a shopping mall and choosing what looks good on you and finding the same thing on your neighbour's bin. But then I shouldn't be explaining... you're not one to be talked at about finding dead bodies useful to you, are you?"

Sounds of steps started getting closer. Sherlock Holmes stood in his full height as he waited for the proprietor to reveal himself. It didn't take long and once the lights of the high ceiling found him, Sherlock was surprised at the resemblance of the man to that _other_ person he had considered long gone.

A Moriarty.

Indeed, the pale thin face, pointed chin, eyes, lips, eyebrows— that gait and even that mannerism of his gesture—all of whom screaming of a _Moriarty._ Except those clothes and age. Younger. And unlike Jim Moriarty's style this one was wearing a casual white sleeved shirt under a thick set of black leather jacket and white pants. White shoes. It spoke some volume of disturbing insights on Sherlock's part.

"Where's my brother?" the detective warily started as his eyes studied those identification he could discern from the man's nonverbal message. It didn't give him good results but it was nothing he didn't expect. Somebody sending him a dead finger was capable of the nastiest of things. This one was beyond what Sherlock was expecting.

The unknown man smiled. "Not asking who I am?"

Sherlock looked down the body, ignoring the man for a moment, before looking up again.

"He's not here." It was a statement that sent a delighted expression on the unknown man's face.

"You understand." The man said, walking even closer with hands straight down his sides. Then all of a sudden the man laughed aloud—so loud it echoed at the dead factory and rang in Sherlock's ear who stood in alarm at how seemingly deranged—how out of control the person was—much like its kin. "And they said you were clever!" the man then shouted in glee, hands clapping. "Not feeling too smart now, are you?"

The corner of Sherlock's mouth twitched.

"I wouldn't count on that." He whispered, his mind working furiously. "I had my reasons for coming."

"_Oh, don't be a spoiler!"_ the man shook his head and stepped even closer, "Just what other reasons would make you come here except your brother? I could've taken John Watson you know—but then realized its really old school and there's really no challenge in taking the guy? You know he jumps at every sedan he sees thinking always it's your brother's? How thick can he get?"

They were standing a meter apart in no less than a minute and it was where the man stopped. They eyed one another, like fighting cocks in a cockpit, preparing to launch the first attack. Then Sherlock's impulse got the best of him as he crossed the distance, making them standing a foot from one another.

Making Moriarty's doppelganger smirk.

"You do realize who I am?" he asked the detective who didn't even bat an eye.

"Moriarty."

"True." He nodded taking pleasure for being acknowledged and shrugging. "I wasn't a bit like my brother, see. Unlike him I'm not some attention seeker-prat of a criminal; and certainly not the guy who guns himself down for being outsmarted. No, I like it differently. I especially like it if there are personal feelings involve. The thrill, you know? The drama?"

He snickered with shoulders almost shaking uncontrollably.

Sherlock's frown deepened as his senses told him to clear off the man.

"So you're here to avenge him? Of course." The detective breathed as he looked around in deep understanding of the situation, "That television appearance of that man, of course that was you."

"Don't be upset, he's my brother." shrugged Moriarty, "I had to do it when I heard they were sending you away. Now it wouldn't be half as fun if only brother Mycroft was here to entertain my spiteful revenge right? And let's face it—he won't even look _my way_. He's cold as freezing point, I heard. Without proper incentive I might as well kill myself and he won't even recognize my given name. That's why, _you."_

"Mycroft has nothing to do with your brother." Sherlock looked the man straight in the eye, already realizing what the man was trying to point out by mentioning his brother. "It was me who drove him to kill himself. You should take your revenge on me."

Moriarty nodded slowly as if letting the idea sink in. But the way he shook his head next disturbed Sherlock.

"You don't get it, do you? You're not my chase. I could kill you anytime the same my brother could do if he wasn't such a lunatic fan of yours and wasted time. No—I want that guy who evaded _my brother._ Who my brother could not even touch because _you_ were on the way. Not realizing that the most interesting one was really just farther of you... get my point?" he smiled with a make face like it was the most explainable thing in the world. "You're that person's last defence yet also, his vulnerable weakness. And then again I'm told—you're smart. But not _the_ smart one."

And Sherlock understood what was to come next as the man pulled his black cell phone out and smiled at him.

It was his body that acted first even before his mind could make up a decision to attack— but a blow on his head sent the detective's body forward, his mind whizzing in pain... and darkness swallowed him excruciatingly.

* * *

><p>The next thing Sherlock knew was his eyesight doubling as it opened, felt his body could not move for he was tied in a chair tightly, and then a man in front of him who was saying something incomprehensible.<p>

And Mycroft's voice joining the silent fray.

"I hope you didn't drug him, god knows there's plenty of that in his system already." The voice sounded grim, but self control was dominant and no detection of fear could be heard, making Sherlock shake his head to have a proper view as he tried to remember the context of the conversation.

"Oh, don't worry. I just clobbered him. Saves me a lot of trouble." The next voice said.

"So I see." Mycroft's voice turned icy.

And everything came back to Sherlock in a jolt as he stared at Mycroft standing beside him with a curt frown on his forehead. And Moriarty across them with a winning smile on his face.

* * *

><p><strong><em>~To be Continued~<em>**

_A/N: Moving forth to the action! Brace yourself and mind the warning!_

_Splash of colour and blood!_

**_Thanks for reading!_**


	3. The Brother

***The Spare Holmes***

By: _WhiteGloves_

**~III~**

_"'I think that you know me well enough, Watson, to understand that I am by no means a nervous man._

_At the same time, it is stupidity rather than courage to refuse to recognize danger when it is close upon you.'"_

- S.W. Holmes_ (The Final Problem)_

**~Enjoy Reading~**

* * *

><p><em>The Brother<em>

* * *

><p><em>"He's really sick, isn't he?"<em>

_John Watson stepped briskly into their 221B room a long time ago when he and Sherlock used to share the lodging. Sherlock Holmes who was on his table with his microscope and wearing his brown coat didn't even bother to look up as he asked in his indifferent voice— _

_"Who?"_

_"Who else?" his friend retorted._

_"Aside from everyone else—?"_

_"Your brother!" John injected in annoyance as he threw himself on the couch their clients usually take, making Sherlock gave him a short glance up before bothering himself with the eye piece and his microscope again._

_"What he do," he quietly asked after a moment— "this time?"_

_"He automated a cab I was riding towards Diogenes club! The cab driver was freaking out! He didn't know what to do when the wheels stopped responding and both of us were magnetized towards godknows where! And he almost jumped out of the window if I didn't insist it was alright and that some psycho government official was behind it all!"_

_Sherlock gave a snort and chuckle. John's eyes flashed._

_"You think it's funny? The driver nearly broke his neck trying to be free from his possessed vehicle! And for what? For some inquiry if you're working on a case lately? It's pointless!"_

_"Nothing's pointless with my brother, John." Sherlock shrugged as he turned to his microscope. "Thought you knew."_

_"Say what you will, he still pissed me off! How can the British government give him so much power he can use even at the most useless things like spying on citizens, invading their atms and things like that?" he threw his friend a dirty look but the detective didn't pay any more heed except to answer._

_"Don't bother feeling vexed, he won't respond. You know Mycroft doesn't bother with normal human crisis like waiting in line or hiring a cab or holding hands. He's just being an idiot brother like usual." He suddenly straightened his back and only then did he return the look of the doctor, "And you're plain mistaken. Mycroft isn't powerful because of the British Government. The British Government is powerful because of Mycroft."_

_"Tsk." John looked away. "Stop gloating about your brother."_

_"Am really not."_

* * *

><p>Sherlock shut his eyes in pain and bowed his neck feeling light headed and somewhat nauseous as the pain at the back of his head racked his brain. He guessed a minor concussion and had to grit his teeth at being so vulnerable on such occasion with his brain half dead and arms tied. He remembered where he was and the cause of the situation that after a moment, he breathed a heavy sigh. Then confirming that his brother was really there on his side made him utter a curse.<p>

_"You shouldn't have come._"

"Hello to you too." Mycroft said somewhat pleasantly but with an edge at the end of his voice that told the detective he meant the opposite. Sherlock looked up and exchanged a meaningful look with his older brother who was also watching him with reproach. "Got in over your head there, little brother?"

Sherlock didn't answer. There was too much anger inside him that wanted out. They were still in the same empty warehouse with its lights too dim from high above the ceiling, covering the spacious area with nothing save shadow and darkness. He was bounded on the chair and across him another chair by a table was present. He could guess for whom it was allotted. Looking up with strain, he saw that there were only his brother, himself and the mastermind of the abduction under the lights, and that they were the three unlikely people to ever come out of an argument _alive_.

Mycroft Holmes, as Sherlock had observed, was in his three piece suit and tie with his dark overcoat folded by his arms, his umbrella missing that suggested he was in a hurry to come at the unexpected invitation. He stood high and tall with eyes boring on Moriarty's figure this time, who was also watching him with the same intensity.

And Sherlock realized the gravity of the situation they were in.

However there was not a trace of fear in all of Mycroft's features that somewhat eased the detective. This was Mycroft after all. With nose sniffing for hope, Sherlock tried to focus his eyes on his brother who was watching Moriarty with the same plain look he graces unworthy people. His expression said as much as he asked quite in his devil-may-care attitude—

"And you are?" His voice was cold blooded. Mycroft was not a forgiving sort when the circumstances asked for it.

"My, my, Mr. Holmes," laughed Moriarty who clapped his hands together, "Bit chilly—but that's a wrong question! As if you didn't know already? You of all people—? But then, why not? Maybe there are really things even _you don't know."_ He quaked in his own merriment while Mycroft remained standing still, eyebrows raised high.

Sherlock gritted his teeth, feeling the rope on his shoulders unyielding to his efforts. Escape was impossible.

"Don't bother, Sherlock, you're out of the game at the moment." Moriarty suddenly turned to Sherlock as he straightened up, "Do stay still and behave like a real hostage, all right? And oh, where are my manners, Mr. Holmes?" he turned to Mycroft too and chuckled, "I'm so sorry, I'm just so flustered having the two of you here finally after all those times of yearning and plotting—_the Holmes brothers at my clutches!_ Boy isn't he happy now eh? Isn't he some proud big brother?" he looked up the sky and raised both hands as if addressing everything there, before turning back to the brothers with eyes turning darker than ever. "I'm sorry I must be speaking to my brother who's no longer around thanks to Sherlock. But that can be arranged, can't it, Mr. Holmes?"

Mycroft's expression changed as he seemingly understood the message and for the first time he did look disturbed. Moriarty saw that and smiled.

"You really catch up easily, don't you?"

"Hardly with any efforts. You're just too obvious. All the same," with a glance at his younger brother, Mycroft opened his arms in a gesture and added, "here I am. What do you intend to do and how do you suggest we end this?"

"Woah, patience." The man gloated as two men about his height came behind Mycroft and rooted themselves on both of his sides. "We have all evening to discuss who lives and who dies with me standing as the god but before that— if you don't mind, Mr. Holmes?" Moriarty raised a hand towards the older Holmes, "My men would like to take care of a few things for you? We can't be too careless with you, see?"

Sherlock watched the two men looked pointedly at Mycroft who merely sighed.

Then they took his coat and removed his light grey jacket and waist coat, leaving him only with his white sleeves; and then seize him for a body inspection. Mycroft stared blankly at Moriarty with narrowed eyes.

"Too afraid to burn yourself with my clothes?" he asked in sarcasm that made Moriarty smirk but he didn't look pleased as he nodded his head to his men. Then came the rough part when one of the men pulled Mycroft's hands backwards and tied him with a rope forcefully, making the older Holmes clench his teeth at the sudden strain on his shoulders before pushing him toward the empty chair where Moriarty was already waiting.

"What does it feel like, following someone else's orders aside from the mother Queen?" he asked when they were face to face and Mycroft puffed his chest out.

"Like a cow in a dress."

Moriarty smiled slightly—and then in a flash— grabbed Mycroft's neck tie and lugged it with such a force that surprised the man who nearly fell down as he lost balance and choked had it not for the loosening of the tie itself. Sherlock sat up straight and gritted his teeth but didn't say anything as he watched his brother be forced to sit down the empty chair while their adversary held the tie on his hands.

"I've always wanted to do that, you know." He said conversationally as Mycroft closed his eyes tight only to open them with a sharp gleam in his eyes. "I think a hell lot of people wanted to do that, Mr. Holmes. Choke you maybe, by the noose, asphyxiation? Do you always put this on all your ties?"

He turned the blue necktie upside down to reveal a tiny dark object blinking with a tiny red dot: a _tracker._ Sherlock knew there was always _something_ with Mycroft. He just wished it was not the last one under his sleeves.

James Moriarty smiled in triumph and gave the tie to one of his men while Mycroft eyed him.

"What do you want?" he started again when Moriarty sat with one leg on the table next to him.

"That's more like it. Let's be civilized." Moriarty leaned his hand on his raised leg and stared at the British government official with some hint of awe. "My brother Jim had never been a fan of yours. He thought you were boring and too cold. I think otherwise. I think you're the most dangerous man in all Britain."

"So you think." Mycroft, undaunted, eyed the man back with seemingly all his senses in high alert. "If I had been your target from the very start you should've made more of an effort."

"Oh, but I did." Shrugged the man as he inclined his head to the younger Holmes, "What do you think he's doing here? Nothing else in the world could make you leave the rails of your feet if not for your brother. And you're really someone who'd only show himself personally if real crisis arouse. This is one of them, isn't it? Glad you could follow the simple instruction of getting here without actually being followed by your own secret service."

"Your invitation made it quite irresistible to begin with." The older Holmes said icily.

"I hope you didn't mind me taking your photo, Sherlock?" Moriarty nodded at the younger Holmes who gave him a mad dog stare, "It's the only express way to get your brother, see?"

Mycroft glanced at his brother who stared back at him too and the two spoke volumes in their silence.

"Must be nice," Moriarty said somewhat offhandedly as he watched his captives, "to have a brother who understands you, isn't it, Sherlock? But then I wouldn't know, thanks to _you_. Jim's always been obsessed with you."

"So is this a point of neglect?" Sherlock found his voice and saw an opportunity for the attention to be drawn for himself. If Mycroft has a plan—_and he was sure his brother has—_ there was no point in making him suffer such a boring companion. "Your brother was indifferent to you— and you're letting it all out on me?"

"No, not you." Moriarty said acidly as he stared at the detective's way, "I told you I could have killed you many times but that won't suffice my thirst for brother's loss. So we play here—and the point is a _brother for a brother_. It's been decided who will die today." He smiled down at Mycroft.

Sherlock forgot how painful his head was or how numb his shoulders had become— the message was enough to make him think clearly. Mycroft himself didn't seem daunted as he raised both eyebrows again.

"So this is about some petty revenge?" he surmised without even blinking at Moriarty, "The death of your brother for you was too tall in the end you are even willing to risk your own life in the process?"

"_My own life?"_ James' eyes bulged and the next thing, a blow of his fist found Mycroft's head—making Sherlock shout curses at the deranged man who pace up and down the floor unsteadily and shouted— "I am the _judge_ here Mycroft Holmes—_I decide who die!"_

A trickle of blood slipped down the corner of the British government's lips but his eyes remained impervious. The intimidation seemed to get on James Moriarty's nerve that he went ahead—and beat blood out of the older Holmes while Sherlock struggled with all his might and anger and shouts—only stopping when Moriarty suddenly pulled a gun and pointed it directly on Mycroft's forehead—

"You understand this, do you?" he breathed as the prudent government official with gashes on his face eyed it.

"I most certainly do." Mycroft whispered candidly with eyes transfixed at the man, making Sherlock suddenly realize this was not the first time something like this occurred to the older Holmes. "What you say... _a brother for a brother."_

James nodded and hacked the butt of his gun on Mycroft's cheek— spilling blood on his ever white collar—

"_Stop it_, I swear—!" Sherlock shouted in anger as he watched his brother spat blood on the floor while Moriarty stood by, seemingly waiting for another chance that made his blood coil. "_I'll kill you!"_

A gunshot—and Sherlock Holmes felt a searing pain by his left ear as a bullet missed his head by inches, making Mycroft raise his head up, his beaten face suddenly showing alertness at the sound of the gun and saw Moriarty had aimed at Sherlock with eyes his pupil dark and round.

"I'll go ahead and kill you myself, Sherlock. I could care less about you unlike my brother. _I'm not your fan."_

Silence fell between them as the thrill of facing death once again awoken all Sherlock's nerves and senses.

"Then kill me." He suggested, his own mind working furiously again and all he could think about then were two important words: _Mycroft_ and _escape. _"This was between the two of us from the very beginning. You aiming for my brother only prolonged it. Go ahead, Jim's brother. Kill me."

"We both know he won't." came Mycroft's voice that seemed to come from somewhere dark. The other two looked his way and they found him calmly looking back with blades on his eyes. Sherlock narrowed his eyes and wished Mycroft would shut up. Knowing his brother well enough this was his way of mutually saying '_Vatican Cameos'_; whatever was in his mind it was deadly. "Because if he does then what's the point of this entire _brother for a brother? _Killing you, my brother, isn't as satisfying as killing me to _make his point."_

He turned to the two again with a slight smile. "After all, revenge will only be as sweet if it is inflicted the same way."

"_Mycroft!"_ Sherlock hissed, forgetting how idiotic his brother can be and watched as the insane James Moriarty took the bait and turned to older Holmes who calmly waited for his time with eyes of steel.

"_You better have a plan than getting beaten to pulp!"_ the detective muttered under his breath, eyes on his brother as he pulled on his tight binds, feeling that horror dread coming as Moriarty stopped in front of Mycroft and the unusual sensation of fixated anger towards their nemesis—something akin to the feeling of abhor.

And then it hit Sherlock like another gunshot—_what if Mycroft does not have a plan?_

_Unlikely. _He killed the idea as fast as it came. Only that, he hoped his brother would execute it quicker before it's too late—he has no plans whatsoever of giving James Moriarty the satisfaction of winning _by losing his only brother!_

* * *

><p><strong><em>~To be Continued~<em>**

_A/N: Playing with gun is a child's game! We need fireworks next!_

**_Thanks for reading!_**


End file.
